
LouesLabourslofl. 

Clow. OLord fir, ic were pictie you Ihouldget your liuing 
by reckningfir. 

Ber . How much is it? 

Clew. O Lord fir, the parties themfclues, the a&otsfir will 
(hew where- vntill it doth amount .-for mineownc part, I am 
(as they fay, butto perfect one man monepooreman) Pompion 
the great fir. 

Ber, Art thou one of the Worthies ? 

Clow, ltpleafed them to thinke me worthy of Pompey the 
great : for mine cwne part, I know not the degree of the Wor- 
thie, but I am to hand for him. 

Bcr. Go, bid them prepare. £xit. 

Clom We will turne it finely off fir, we will take fome care. 
King. Berowne , they will lhamc VS : 

Let them not approach. 

Ber. Wc are fhamc-proofemy Lord: and 'tis fora e policies 
to baueonefiiew woife then the Kings and his company. 

Kin. 1 fay they fliall not come. 

^£. Nay my good Lord , let me ore.rule you now • 
Thatlport beft plcafes, that dothleaft know how. 

Where Zealc firiuesto content, and the contents 

Dies in the Zeale of that which it prefents : 

Their forme confounded, makes moft forme in mirth,' 

When great things labouring perilh in their birth, 

Ber. A right dcicriprion ofour fportmy Lord. 

Enter *Braggart. 

Brag. Annoynted, 1 implore fo much expence of thy royalt 
fweet breath, as will vtter a brace of words. 

Qtt, Doth this man feme God? 

Ber. Why askeyou ? 

G)u. Hefpeak’s not like a man of God’s making. 

Brag. That’S all one,my fairc fweethonie Monarch : Fori 
piotefi the Schoolmafter is exceeding faneafticall : Too too 
vaine, too too vaine . But we will put it (as they fay) to 
tuna dela guar , I wifii you the peace of minde molt royau 

complement. . . Htf 

Ktxfr. Here is like to be a good prefence of W orthies; n 
prefents He dor of Troy, the Swaine pempey the 
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Farilh Curate Alexander, tArmadoes Page Hercules, the Pe- 
dant Machabeus : And if thefefoure Worthies in their 
firft Ihew thriue ,thefe foure Will change habites, ajid prcfenc the 

other flue. . _ „ . 

Ber. There is fiue m the firft Ihew* 

Kin. You are dccciued, tis not fo. 


and theBoy, . 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 
Cannot pricke out fiue fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 

Kin. The fhip is vnder faile,and here Ihe comes amain. 


Enter Pompey, 

flow. ITompey am. 

Ber. You lie, you are not he. 

(plow. I Pompey am. , -i 

Boy. With Libbardshead on knee. 

Ber. Well faid old mocker, 

1 mult needs be friends with thee. 

Clow. I Tompey am, TPompey fur nam'd the big. 

T)u. T he great. 

flow. It is great fir : Pompey fuxnam'd the great : 

T hat oft in field, with Targe and Shield , 
did make myfeetofweat : 

<ssfnd traueUing along this coafi, Iheere am comely chance , 

And lay my tArmes before the legs ofthisfweet Laffe of France'. 
If your Ladilhip would fay thanlces Pompey , I had done. 

La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clow. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was perfect. I 
made a litle fault in great. 

Ber. My hat to a halfe-penie, Pompey proucs the beft Worthie. 


Enter Curette for e. Alexander . 

(furat.When in the world I lin'd,! was the worlds Commander ' 
By Eafi, W °fl , Tforth, & South , I fired my conquering might. 
My Scutcheon plain e declares that I am aAlifander. 

Boyet. Your nofc fay es no, you are not : 
bor it Hands too right. 

Ber, Your nofe fmelsno,in this moft tender fmelling Knight. 

1 Qu. 


